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supplied the accompaniment on the second grand piano.
The maestro marvelled at the discrimination shown by
the tiny performer in her treatment of the first and
second subjects, and her skill in replying to the orchestral
passages. She interpreted the slow movement with a
wealth of feeling and a caressing touch amazing in one
so young, while her eyes sparkled with enjoyment as
she attacked the finale, crisply and firmly.
When she had finished, Olga looked up smilingly
into PetrofPs face. "I love to hear the piano and
orchestra talk to each other, don't you ? " she said.
Her voice and manner were those of a small child, but
Petroff noted that the sacred fire of genius burnt in her
violet eyes.
** May I play this ? " Olga next asked, pointing to a
Schubert valse. "I know what it's all about/* she
added, " for Auntie Nina showed me a picture of ladies
in funny dresses and gentlemen in tight trousers dancing
to this tune."
At the conclusion of the valse, unbidden, Olga com-
menced a simplified version of List's famous third
JLiebestraum, inspired by Freiligrath's poem to love.
Under her childish fingers the melody swelled and died
away with a passionate emotion that only a true musician
could display.
" That'll do, dear," said Petroff, kissing Olga after
the final chord. " I see that the breath of the master
has descended upon you."
Olga returned his embrace. Then she said timidly:
" Maestro, will you please lift me up to kiss Liszt ? I
want to thank him for helping me to play."
Petroff did as the child asked. " By that kiss you
dedicate your life to your art," he remarked solemnly,
more to himself than to the little girl.
After Petroff released her, Olga scrambled on to her
mother's lap. " I'm so happy," she exclaimed, " and
I'll try to be good"